IS   BERNARD   SHAW   CONCEITED?
Shaw Floating, and behind Wednesday's of Shaw Turning
Turtle. Thursday offers a picture of G, B. S. Submerged.
But not for long, for Friday ^shows him standing on a raft
in a pair of bathing drawers; Saturday, drying himself; and
Sunday, completing the week's strange eventful history, a
picture of Bernard Shaw Dry.
Even in his nineties Shaw was often unmercifully
hounded: as in 1948, when Joe Louis's publicly expressed
wish to visit Shaw was taken as a signal by the press to plan
an invasion of Ayot St. Lawrence with cameras, lights, and
the whole paraphernalia of publicity generally. Shaw, how-
ever, firmly put down both his aged feet. No, he said, the
visit must be private and without fuss: no privacy, no visit.
Until we let him alone we have only ourselves to blame.
When his London home was in the now no longer existing
Adelphi Terrace off the Strand, an enterprising burglar
induced Mrs. Shaw to put up at a bend in the beautiful
Adam staircase a big grille made of iron spikes. Shaw
commented that though it made the place look-like the
entrance to a private madhouse, and was obviously easily
surmountable by any self-respecting burglar, it would come
in handy to keep out reporters. A conceited man would
keep open house for the Press.
In some respects Bernard Shaw behaves like a conceited
person from a strict sense of duty. Sir Barry Jackson, as
though in response to Shaw's remark about genius being
denied recognition during its possessor's lifetime, instituted
the Malvern Festival as a tribute to a living Bernard Shaw.
The septuagenarian dramatist at once perceived in a per-
fectly objective and impersonal manner that he would have
to appear at the Festivals in person, season by season, if
visitors were to be fully satisfied with what they got for their
money. With the ability to put himself in other people's
shoes (to which much of his success as a playwright is due),
Shaw realized that people would want to see him as well as
his plays; and many is the time, when he has been feeling
tired or unwell, that he has forced himself to go to the
Malvern Theatre so that the audience should not be dis-
appointed. That those upstairs may see him as advan-
tageously as those downstairs, he sits in the front row of the